The Chronicle HiRoric 

Enter Nim,Ttflo!l t Bardoife,Hofles>aHdaBey, 

Hofl, I prcthy fweetc heart, let me bring thee fofarreas 

(Stantt, 

Pfl. Nofur.nofur. 

Bar. Well fir Iohn is gone.Godbewith him. 

Hofl.J, he is in Arthors bofom.ifeuerany were : 

He went a way as if it were a cry fombd childe, 

Bet weenc twelue and one, 
lull at turning of the tide: 

His note was as lharpeas a pen t 

For when I faw him fumble wi th the' Iheetes, 

And talk of floures,and ftuile vpo his fingers ends 
I knew there was no way butone. 

How now (it Iohn quoth 1* 

And he cryed three times, God, God, God, 

N ow I to comfort him, bad him not think ofGod» 

1 hope there was no (uch need. 

Then he bad mepur more cloathes athisfeere: 

And I felt to them,and they wercascoldas any done; 
And to his knees, and they wereas cold as any done.* 

And fo vpward,and vpward.and all was as cold as any ftoiw 

Him. They fay he aide out on Sack. 

Hofl. I that he did. 

Boy. And of women. 

Ho ft. Ho that he did not. 

Boy. Yes that he didrand hefed they were diuels incSttUt. 

Hofl , In deed carnation was a colour he neuer loued. 

Nmt. Well he did cry out on women. 

Hofl. Indeed he did in fomc fort handle women, 

But then he was rumaticke, and talktof the whorcof 
{Babylon^ 

. Bty, Hoftes do you remember he law a Flea Hand 
Vponi? ardolfes Nofc,and fed it was a black foule 
Burning in hell fire;? 
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of Henry theffi. 

‘Bar* Welb God be with him, 

That was all the wealth I got in his feruice, 

Um. Shall we (hog off? 

The king wil be gone from Southampton. 

pifl. Cleare vp thy criftalles, 

Looke to my chattels and my moueables. 

Truft noncJthe word is pitch and pay: 

Mens words are wafer cakes, 

And holdraft-is the only dog my deate. 
Thereforecophetua be thy counfeller. 

Touch her loft lips and part. 

Bar. Farewell hoftes, 

Nim. I cannot kistandtheres the humor of ic« 
But adieu. 

Pitt. Keepc faft thy buggle boe. 

Exitomnet. 

Enter King e/"France,Bourbon, Dolphin, 
and others. 


King, How you Lords of Orleance, 

Of Bonrbon, and of Berry, 

You fee the K ing of England is not flack. 

For he is footed on this land alreadie. 

Dolphin. My gratious Lord, tis meet we all goe 
And armc Vs againft the foe: (foonh, 

And view the weak & fickly parts of France: 

Eut let vs do ic with no Ihow of feare. 

No with no more, then if we hca> d 
England w ere bulled with a Moris dance. 

For my good Lord, fire is fo idely kingd, 

Her Iceptcr fo fantaftically borne. 

So guided by a (hallow humorous youth, 

T hat teare attends her not. 

Con, O peace Prince Dolphin, you dccciuc your felfe, 

C Queftjoffl 
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